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the worker's fate always to die and Ville lad is
dead too. . . ."

The whole household listened while the letter
was read out, and when it came to an end the
master remarked:

" Sounds like that fellow was as clever with his
pen as with his tongue."

The letter and the newspapers aroused mixed
feelings in Juha's breast. He had almost forgot-
ten Kalle5 s existence, and for some reason there
was something unreal to him in this sign of life.
It was as though Kalle had fallen on evil ways,
and that gave rise to suspicions about what Hiltu
might be doing. On the face of it he had to
admit that both children had prospered beyond
all expectation and climbed to heights you would
never have thought any child of his and Riina's
could reach. A liveried town cabby was next
door to a gentleman in Juha's eyes; no better
thing could happen to a crofter's son than to be
beyond the need for toiling for dear life in fields
or forests, taking things easy on a cabby's box.
Only Juha had his doubts about Kalle's capacity
to fill such a post honourably; he would have
been easier in his mind if he had heard that
Kalle was a farm-hand sleeping in the corner of
another man's kitchen; though of course the
whole letter might be a pack of lies. With Hiltu
it was different; she deserved her present luck